ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

was called Alberto* His part was not very important, so h
could sit by me and talk to me.

He said they were all workers in the factory - silk,
think it was - in the village   They were a whole colon1
of Italians, thirty or more families. They had all come a
different times,

Giuseppino had been longest in the village'. He ha<
come when he was eleven, with his parents, and hat
attended the Swiss school. So he spoke perfect German
He was a clever man, was married and had two children

He himself, Alberto, had been seven years in th<
valley; the girl, la Maddelena, had been here ten years; the
dark man, Alfredo, who was flushed with excitement o;
her, had been in the village about nine years - he alone oi
all the men was not married.

The others had all married Italian wives, and they livec
in the great dwelling whose windows shone yellow by the
rattling factory. They lived entirely among themselves;
none of them could speak German, more than a few words,
except the Giuseppino, who was like a native here.

It was very strange being among these Italians exiled in
Switzerland. Alfredo, the dark one, the unmarried, was
in the old tradition. Yet even he was curiously subject to
a new purpose, as if there were some greater new will that
included him, sensuous, mindless as he was. He seemed
to give his consent to something beyond himself. In this
he was different from II Duro, in that he had put himself
under the control of the outside conception.

It was strange to watch them on the stage, the Italians